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ADAM GORROW. 

T1IK. Editor laid down the manuscript with 
a smile. Certainly the author of "The 
Distinguishing Traits of a Christian Charac- 
ter" — a ponderous mass of foolscap, peppered 
with exclamation points, quota c ion marks, and 
the blackest of black italics — and of the accom- 
panying note (on half a sheet, and innocent of 
postage for an 4i immediate reply"), which mod- 
estly suggested for the Christian Character that 
it "should be ran through the Magazine, and 
afterward issued in book form," would have 
boon simply confounded had he seen that smile. 

The wind, turning a leaf, had turned blackly 
ittto sight a paragraph of the quoted italics* 

• (£ / haw mo proof from the Bible that all infant* an 
to be (ftfwiwaf; still the>j fttti be saved mtty by the. fret 
rjrnre (\f Oift t tttjfflinff thi'Witlh th^tiiihtrvntfitf/m nf Christ. 
They an oti&imUy flnwwwj and timerire tketvmS* 

Therefore the Editor hud arrested the manu- 
script on lis way to the waste-basket, and laid 
it down with a smile. It was a singular smile. 
There might have been a little indignation in 
it but for its studied calm ; there might have 
been much indifference in it but for its intens- 
ity; there was neither the one nor the other; 
there was simply the curdled bitterness of years. 

"There is one thing which has more resem- 
blance- to ourselves even than our facts, and 
that is our physiognomy ; hut there is yet an- 
other thing which more resembles us than this, 
and that is our smile, 1 * says Victor Hugo. 
If Dernchette smiling was him ply DeVnchette, 
Ada tn Gorrow's sn» tic £ hen was absohi £ cly Ada m 
Gorrow. That was as one interpreted. There 
was a place where it was not. Still it was not 
a- promising smile. As he crumpled the manu- 
script in his band some words ground between 
his teeth ; they sounded like— "Cursed cant !" 

His head dropped into his hands — it was a 
favorite position of his; and there for an hour 
in the gathering shadow* of the little dingy 
office he sat and mused. 

Men like Adam Sorrow take solid comfort 
in such hours. A thiiike.- and a ^ko]<! iv uf loiiir. 
slow growth — hardly a man to be "reformed," 
one would fanny. Out of the fallen fancies and 
ruined hopes of forty-eight years he hat! riv- 
eted systems for himself in welded links; "Inex- 
perience de ieatKOup opinion a donne ii f 'esprit 
litntcovp tlejltxibi/iie' ei Fajftr/ttit tlurts edits tptil 
rroit ks meitieures." He thanked Joubert for 
that, relishing the words as only skepticism 
could. The quaint old legends of Eden and 
Ararat, the pleasant rhythm of the Prophets, 
the dream of Nazareth, the superstition of the 
Cross — he knew them through. He had trust- 
ed them, nnatomatized them, recoiled from 
tlicm, forgiven them. lie could listen bland- 
ly, hat in hand, to the exhortations of a clergy- 
man. Ho could accept a tract with graceful 
thanks— it was excellent to light cigars. He 
could stroll now and then, on comfortable Sun- 
day morning- 1 !, into St Somebody 'a to hear the 
music and count the audience; the sublimity 



i of the sense of pity was really refreshing. He 
was a "Liberal Thinker." He was a ' 4 large- 
minded man," None of your Calvin and Scr- 
vettiN dogma* for him. He objected to brim- 
stone. Humanity was his study. Charity his 
gospel. 

Accordingly, he sat there that night, rolling 
that sentence — the picked flaw of a mosaic, the 
representative of an extreme, the voice of a 
body of Christians who (Jams are few 

and faint in Zion, the offshoot of a magnificent 
stupidity beneath the serious notice of a child 
—as a sweet morsel under his tongue, cluster- 
ing around it the jeers of Ifobbes and Voltaire, 
suffering it to compress the scorn and dye the 
bittern ess of years. Had the subject been Eela 
instead of Eternity, would it have affected our 
day's marketing ? 

Verily it may chance that Adam Gorrow 
bad company in the darkening, dingy oifiec. 
"We have heard of one who wamlcreth up and 
down upon the enrrh. and goeth to tind fro in 
it. Wc have heard as well of one who stood 
in the way before Balaam and his ass. The 
face was shining, but the sword was drawn. 

There was a carious inlet on the harbor coast, 
slut In "by tortuous rocks— they were .jagged 
and black; the water seethed there, and tvim 
sucked jmo unseen caves mid crevices with n 
hissing sound. One itouse stood apart from 
its neighbors, facing the son. It was a high 
house, and would have had a cold look — the 
salt of the spray having wont ks paint—but for 
the studied brightness of ihe curtains and a 
morning-glory on the piazza trellis* There wms 
one window down stairs from which the shades 
ware always drawn, the sweep and tracery of 
muslin faint against, the gloss, and a pictured 
back-ground shifting with stereoscopic changes. 
The passers had a way of crossing- the street to 
look in at that window, especially if the night 
were cold. 

The favorite group was one or two : a woman 
and a baby. The room hud a pretty droop of 
acorn b on the walfe and carpet, pictures, and n 
Clytie; a sewing-table and an open grate; ru- 
in* of block-bouses ; little red shoes with tug- 
le.--i strings, and the lurs rubbed brown, thrown 
under the chairs; a few flowers, and a kit- 
tcn. The woman and the baby used to sit by 
the fire ; the profile of one and the pink fee. of 
I he other held out for warming were the line 
points of this picture. 

This was the place where Adam Gorrow 'a 
smile was not Adam Gorrow. 

He stood looking in a moment that night, 
cither because, warm with his quick walk from 
the horse cars, lie was in no haste to brave the 
sting of the night -air, or because he liked the 
picture. It was probably a little of both. 

Yet he stood loug t and the sight was pleas- 
ant. It was always pleasant, waiting just so 
for him when the work of the day was overt 
hut to-night, by reason of some chill either in 
the nir or in himself, it seemed to deepen in a 



208 



HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE. 



glow of color and warmth. Me soul something j 
half aloud us he turned the key about its being 
44 worth while." 

A door opened softly before he was fairly in 
the hall. His wife always came out to meet him. 

''Late to-night, Adam." 

" A little— yes. I will toll you about it pres- 
ently. Wokott in yet V 

** No. I don't exactly understand ; he k apt 
to be here by this time." 

"Some college spree, probably ; he will come 
in the course of the eve ning. However, I want- 
ed the boy hero early, to see about the yacht 
and to-morrow's fishing, Rebecca, what's 1 tie 
matter with your eye* ? Do you expect me to 
lie brought home, like the unfortunate little 
boys in die tracts who fish Sundays, iny body 
in the cold embrace of dwith and my soul in 
brimstone? Come! Dot is growing as blue 

:is n morning-glory out here in the cold.'* 

He drew ber in by the tire, kissing her cheek 
ami she baby's, as was his custom. She shiv- 
ered a little under his touch, ami made him no 

reply. 

He took a cigar when dinner was over, drew 
up Ids study-chair by the grate, and waited for 
her, watching her idly through the puffs of fra- 
grant smoke, as she tripped about the room 
picking up the red shoes and the block-houses, 
ami making ready for Dot's half-hour's " toast - 
ing" before bedtime. 

She iv! is n little woman, built like a reed. 
To look at the suppleness of her lingers, the 
veins on her forehead, the childlike curve of 
htfr lips, one would have said that a breath 
would sway her. Watching her eyes — they 

were gray nvid steadfast* — one would think nt'n 
rock in a tempest, perhaps. There were a few 
line? upon her forehead: *hc had seen storms. 
Her husband's lace was something different in 
ijer presence always. At the turn of her head 
or milter of her dress it softened and changed. 
Certain expressions of his she never saw. 

She cume and sat down by him presently, 
near to the fire, hashing the baby to sleep in 
the golden glow, hushing ami talking together. 
She had a pleasant voice. Her husband was 
apt. to chat at this hour whether he had any 
thing to say or not, for the Kate of hearing it. 
To-night there was something to say. 

" Rebecca, here's a choice morsel for you." 

He tossed over to her a bit of the trampled 
manuscript. 

"I staid an hour in the office masticating 
it; the delicate, sulphury flavor is delicious." 

He watched her while she read it. Some- 
thing which he expected to find in her face was 
probably missing, for he elevated In* eyebrows 
wirli the peculiar twitch of a man who turns an 
unexpected comer on a windy day. 

« wcii r 

"Well!" 

She laid down the paper with an amused lit- 
tle smile. 

"What do yon want me to say about k, 
Adam;-" 



The question seemed to irritate a lit Ik. 
* 4 What do I want you to say ? I don't teaai 
any thing in particular," 
"Oh I" 

"Except to know, as a scientific curiosity, 
what yoa think of it." 

"I think it is very funny," 
He twirls his mustache* discontentedly. 
"You certainly have a remarkable use of 
adjectives. Rebecca." 

"I really can't think of any oilier, Aibim. ,f 
"But you ? — you delude your poor little 
brain into the Idea that you arc one of these 
people. Now. I really should like to know 
what yon do with such doctrine," 

She held up the fragment of paper, twisted 
into a paper boat, fur Dot, her eye,- twUskling. 
He bit his lip. 

u But think of Dot bunting for ever and oi-er 
i — look nt her now! — look* as if she deserved 

il, dm.':-, n't st.:_: ?' : 

Poor Dot, sublimely unconscious that she 
was made the subject of theological discussion, 
was concentrating her energies of eonl, mind, 
and body at that. particular moment On a spirit- 
ed endeavor to get all ten of her pink toes into 
her mouth at once, Mrs, Gorrow broke into a 
merry laugh. Her husband *s eyebrows arched 
at if he had lamed a second corner. Al least 
he had expected to shuck her. He hue I seen 
her shocked once or t wice thoroughly, and had 
never forgot: en thn sijdit. She caught Dot up 
! in her neck for a sudden kiss, and answered him 
then. 

"Adam, do let us talk about something sensi- 
ble. I really thought you must be jokit.g with 
hie. I don't know a thing— now, AJiuh, you 
! know I don't, and you're just trying to tense 
me— it bun L 1 original sin' and 'deserving the 
Corse,' or whether Dot is *one of the elect.' 
But 1 know that if a little staring bundle like 
that, that doesn't know enough not to sit down 
in the fire-place and build block-houses out of 
the coals, has done any thing under the moon 
that it deserves to be punished forever and for- 
ever n,mlfo°evcr t for there would be just as many 
kittens and snails in hell as there were babies, 
and that's all I want to know about it !" 

" But this sentence is a direct quotation from 
an Orthodox minister in good and regular stand- 
ing, Rebecca. That is what they teach." 

"My minister never told me any such thing," 
said Mrs, Gorrow, with her childlike smile. 
"Besides, if he: had. it would have made no 
difference- to me. The Bible doesn't say so. 
It says" — aha hesitated, 
"What ?" 

"You don't like to hear about the liible 
sometimes, you know. Adam. I don't like to 
bother you. I was going to say something 
about the little children that He took in. His 
arms. How I always did wish that Welcott 
and Dot had been there V 

She seemed to have forgotten that she was 
speaking aloud, her voice growing dreamy and 
low. 
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Her husband looked at her ; then turned his 
head abruptly away. He hesitated, perhaps, 
to break the sweet serenity of her face, for he 
did hoe speak At once. "Thai a God of Jove 
could ever have created such a world tin such 
prirudplKS of government ha moral impossibili- 
ty. Look at it — torture, horror, Mood, mis- 
ery, stares, prisqns, gibbets, battlefields, sick- 
ness, agony, death," 

"And sin/ 1 she said. 

" One long drama of misery from cradle to 
coffin, " he continued, without noticing the ara- 
tcrruptiott, "and nine- tenths of us rewarded 
for it with eternal torments.*' 

11 Why, I didn't know nine-tenths of the peo- 
ple went to heil, Adam ] Who said no 

He did not tell her; perhaps he could not 
reeolleot at the moment. 

" The Bufferings of brute creatures alone," 
he went on in tlio hard, set way with which he 
was wont to dwell on the old arguments — " why, 
some of the greatest, thinkers of the world 
have baaed their defense of atheism on that, 
Rebecca, And you — why, you can not see bo 
much Hsu dray-horse beultm hul it liaimts ylmi 
for twenty-four hoars. Think of the awful 
story of those ages before the appearance of 
man ; a world peopled with dumb things, drown- 
ing iu deluges, crushed in earthquakes, seeth- 
ing in volcanic fires, preying upon each other — 
the rocks t«ll the talo — living, and Hgoniziiig, 
and turning to dust, for what purpose ? for 
what end ? Give me the mystery of this hid- 
eous lavishness of pain! Let jour Christian 
preachers answer if they can." 

Ho had forgotten ihnh fits wifi; wis there, per- 
haps. Ha did not often seek to wreck her si tu- 
ple faith ; neither would he destroy his baby 'a 
rattle. 

She looked up ; a puzzled cloud which had 
been in her eyes while he spoke fading as one 
caught her full face, by reason, it seemed, of 
the cut of her lips — one neuiralked the other. 

"Adam, I don't like tct think about those 
horrible things. I can not answer you. You 
argue better than I. But some tilings are true, 
Adam, after all." 

She stood up a moment looking into the fire ; 
then kissed him once, and went up with Doc to 
put her to bed. 

She Was gone nome time. He leaned back 
in his chair wit l;i folded arms ami knotted fore- 
head, thinking, 

2Co, she could not argue with him - the idea 
of Itehecca'fi arguing with any hotly f Poor lit- 
tle thing I It was a pretty faith of hers ; he 
would not disturb It again. If she lost that ex- 
pression of the mouth she would lose half her 
beauty. Besides, it suited her — the faith. 

He took a fresh cigar just then, remember- 
ing against his will how it suited her, reod- 
iag over the story of their married life. It had 
not been an easy life for her, poor child ! Lit- 
tle morn than a girl when it began, those days 
up in Addison came roughly to Eicr. A drudge 
of a teacher on six hundred a year can not help 



it if his wife does heir own work all day and sils 
r:p nil night with sick babies. Ha had not been 
able to help it (except, be it recorded, by tak- 
ing Ilia turn of the vigils). He had looked cm, 
and broken his heart in looking. Then there 
was his trial of medicine, and chemistry, and 
surveying, and, he hardly liked to think what 
not besides, and the failures. Then that long 
sickness in the mountains; she never left him 
from beginning to end. After that the slow 

working into authorship and editorship, the bar- 
ren uncertainty of the future, the growing, 
clamoring children, the pinching, the planning, 
the hoping, the fearing, the toiling of years. 

Of late there was Wofcott. The lk>y had 
been like other college boys ; no worse. Brit it 
had troubled his mother. Through the whole 
her face shone down on him that night as he 
thought it over, the same; pale, quiet, with 
steadfast eye*, with trustful smile. He could 
remember times when his manhood had broken 
down, when he had gone alone to groan and 
swear and sob, to curse the future and curse 
the jwtet, and curse the f«.Le that made him, 
when she had stolen in to put her arms around 
his neck and say, il It will all be right, Adam." 
Rii/ht ! "Wh at "had h e known of right ? or she ? 
Well, what had she? 

He could remember that year singled from 
all the years — they had loved those children. 
Between one spring and autumn he had stuod 
with clenched hand three times beside a grave. 
It nearly killed Rebecca, lie mod to wake up 
night after night and find her in the cold on her 
knees. He asked her once, half savagely, what 
bhe was doing. "Bearing it," she said. If 
ever a fancy held reality, that was real to her. 
He had seen her still, white face prow rapt, her 
smile come like sunshine at mention of their 
names. She ceased after awhile to go often to 
the spot where the poor little dust was lying; 
she fj-ivid. she thought that they came into the 
nursery where they used to play and heard her 
when she sang over her work* k> she went in- 
stead and sat there. Adam Gorrow had never 
scoffed, he could have told yon, at the "silly, 
pleasant notion ;" he would as soon have tram- 
pled the daisies on his children's graves^ 

In all this time, from the hour that he had 
slipped her Utile marriage ring upon her finger, 
through poverty and pain, through weariness, 
weakness, discouragement, through days and 
nights in which he had come to her — and he 
remembered that they were not tew. but many 
'—disheartened and peevish, manlike-, adding 
his burden to hers, through very irritation that 
he was powerless to relieve her of it. he had 
never received from her a word of petulance, an 
impatient look. Through it all, from first to 
last — on what hiddeEi manna feeding who could 
toll ? — she bad resisted the subtle under-current 

of his Pantheism, keeping the simple beUefs of 
her childhood as purely, as uttquestifiniiigly, 
she learned them at her mother'* kaea. On 
what strength stronger than his did this fragile 
creature lean? What love dearer than his? 
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"What wisdom wiser? .She ! why she Imd nev- 
er SO much as turned aletif of Vtiiuv. ; was ihunb 
before the sentimentality of Kenan ; had scarce- 
ly heard of Straus*, of Paul vis, of De&cartvH, 
He could shatter her arguments as lie would 
crash a child's cob-houbo with his hocl. He 
was her husband. She loved him, as woman 
loses implicitly. The wisdom of aneietiLs, the 
romance of heroes, meruit to her hut Adam Gor- 
row. What, then, was this with which she laid 
withstood him ail these years? How dared 
she not believe the mathematics of his nicely- 
demonstrated theories ? 

Such questionings had thrust themselves into 
Ins honest home before; as be treated them 
that night, so ha bud treated them before* 

He rote with a smile — Ins characteristic wnilc 
— threw the stump of his cigar into the grate, 
paced the room twice, took a book and began 
to road — upsi de down. By what be won W have 
called "a chance" the leaf on which bis eyes 
fell was bound upside down ; 

" I jim reafty to Acknowledge that of ilic tntelk-^tnal 
concept:™ of God as Creator, Cause, Oerminant J-ife, 
T/n-d 4if the. Universe, <4e., I fim not prepared to ufsort 
or deny any thin*? — I know nothiu™- - ... If 
1 were compelled, In Intellectanl tlndintoiflhip, to snr. 
Tender them all I should not feel in the tmalleat de- 
gree dismayed- My God 3k not the ph Hosopher's Gtii}." 

'* Hum [ honest, to be Bare, Robert son was I 
it man ; there whs no denying that*" Exactly , 
wiiy t!ie hook was shut with a snap Adnra (Sor- 
row would have found it difficult to explain. ; 
At least he conld have had no objection to the 
discovery that a man was honest ? A volume 
of Voltaire, which he bad left muter a pile of 
magazines, ?erved as substitute, and turning the 
leaves hurriedly, he read : 

"Nay, farther, in questions ol croat, coimiqueuce a 
reasonable man will think iv concerns him to remark 
1 uwtr probabill ties and preen rtp 13 una than tl:e*e ; siu li 
aft ninotuit to no more than showing one side of a 
fpiesl-on to be an snpposabte ami credible as the other j 
n ay, such as hut amount to much Jim even than thi-. 
For namber'ess Instances might lie mentioned result- 
ing the common pursuits of tile where a man would be 
thought, iu a literal sense, distracted who would not 
act, and with great application loo, not only Upon fin 
even chiinte, but npcui much less, nnd where the prob- 
ability or chance was greatly against has euceeeding," 

Cheated] again. I The " Analogy." not Vol- 
taire • he remembered now having taken ft down 
for reference in that critique la-it night. The 
old argument of Butler's served him food for 
many a witty sarcasm and ban mot. Neverthe- 
less it haunted him uneasily, like a ghost with 
whom he had wade on unfair tairgaim 

Throwing the look impatiently upon the tn- [ 
blc lift knocked off an other, something of Re- 
becca's. A-f he stooped to pick it up, the strong 
gaslight fe;l upon the words? 

"Who art thou, O maul that replies! against God f" 

He strode to the window, his reading finished 
for flint night. 

While he stood there drumming restlessly 
upon the sill, and looking Out to the low line 
of surf that wavered through the blackness, a 
sharp ring ut the door pealed through the house, 



and his wife, came in a. moment after with a le?- 
ter. 

"From Wolcott. If he should be sick ? I'm 
afraid—" 

Site went to the light, standing with her back 
to her husband, reading. 

"What Is it?" 

She made him no reply. 

"What is it, Rebecca?" 

Kim read on in silence She read through in 
silence; dropped slowly into a chair. He picked 
up the ] wiper from the carpel where it bad fullen : 
he read it twice, he tend in three times, gather- 
ing its meaning : 

"Mr Tir.^H Mother,— Yon arc expecting mc home 
aa usual to spend Sunday, and I have hardly the heart 
tu tell you that you mum expect fu vatii; fur to-mor^ 
row, fur neit week, fur how lornr, if there is any God, 
lie only kiiowa. When you read this I shall b<? m, 
the way in California, Bnudl, China— I donl know and 
t don't care which ; somewhere mil of sight and out of 
mind. The long and short of it is, I flirt cupelled from 
eoltege. 

"I've been a wild fellow, mother, and broken your 
heart, ami cursed mynelf for the drinking, and debts, 
awl pjunblhig, and ah ihfi res< r>r it, I n*e<t to be sor- 
ry fur that, ntid hated to look at yonr photograph after 
a sprue, anil meant r.u sober down and behave myself 
Aitiec your last idler. 

"But this thine JheyVe kirked me out for Is wnrse 
than nil that— w natch worms thai 1 haven't the pluck 
to &ay 't out and have it over with, and so I'm writing 
this nonsense like a fool, And the lines ureal: running 
crooked — wjmcttaitis mast be the matter with che 
lamp. 

i: But 1 suppose it's got to come. 

"Tweftc-of ns fellows — most of thcufi wretched nrnf- 
li|jiilns fiml ofjJi Unnf.d Snltdel! r a few gofid-henrted, 
thonghtlcg:) chnpfi, who wen on'y drank and n»- 
wnmed— went one ni^ht laft week into an unfur- 
nished roQin, donblcdueked ihe door. mr.Skrt the win- 
dows, and held a mock eomirmiuon Bcrviee. 

"There: lt\i out now, 

"Mother, upon r.iy word I diUn'c know what Ibsy 
wsriied nf me. I hud tiikta hm much; when 1 fuauil 
out what it was 1 hadn't tlvc pluck to back out. 

" li -s wuly I'T fourFiikf rhut tlie tbciifbr oi Ir driven 
me to dc#perjiticiu, night after niijht, as 1 He nwakc. 

L". i' *: :- -.vim'! C ill i-, "f i:nnr«:. If ll" I i\T.Z'r v lit ti\V- C'S- 

pnlsior., he C4in comfort li3ineelf with Emerson and the 
rest at tkoM \n>ok* on the lower tHwlt. I aro so iis?nd 
to his way of looking nt lher*e things that it nsviu* 
wonld have seemed any tklnjE but a rich joke to ma if 
yonr face had uot hung up there above all tht? yljro 
rincl Jiui^f, HUm ri (ace. hi ;i c.:cd, \.a\l J:n ■^■."■■1-— ji :nj 
l.:n^od— .Mrid loolceit. 

"The thing has le.tked oat, nobody knows how, and 
I and the rest out of college with it- HI camt hum'.: 
and saw your eyes, I believe it would & rive ma iuto in- 
sanity, 1'eu off t ttie Fatee know how or where. 1 am 
flOiirX to hr.:in h.;nve <il\m- *n\', of V.w., r.v\ ..•.>.• i till 
Save forgotten yoiu tniserablo \iouxm." 

"The hoy is a fool, Rebecca 3" 
Site had no answer for him. 
" Rebecca !'* 

lie turned to sec what was tho matter. She 
was sitting just as &he had sunk into tho low- 
chair, her hands dropped like the haiidi of the 
dead. The attitude did not sirike him ns it 
might at another time; he began to pace the 
vuoin ^tormily, heedless of ir. 

" Such a disgrace— public expulsion I I am 
ashamed of him 3 A ml io crown it br that .sill v 
notion of running away- I should never have 
expected it of a- sou of mine I" 
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Her ftycs shot out a sudden light; she. half 
rose from her chair, her handy raised as if to 
gesture him away. 

"Disgrace, Adam! It is not flint — -not 
tin it : Utu Adam, how cmaWhe ? — tin- little boy. 
And he u Pet! to kneel down avUJi me. at bed- 
time and fold his hands, ami say — " 

u Why, Kebecca !" He drew her up against 
his arm ; she was panting like a suffocated thing. 
-•Don't, llebecca— don't take it to heart so! 
Tic won't do il again. He shall promise yon— 
I will make hint ; he shall not make his mother 
look like that. That was a boyish letter; he 
won't go to China; bo will he home again be- 
fore long, and it will all bci right. I will make 
it right. Why, Kebeeca, look at me !" 

Rut me tun:«d away From him— bur bus 
band; for the first time for twenty years site 
turned from him. 

"Let me go!" in a singular, sharp, lonely 
voice. *'Lr-t me bo with God ; there h nobody 
else to whom, I can go now." 

She was out of his arms before he could stop 



the structure dashed at his feet; it was sud- 
den. 

But beyond that? 

He had just asked himself the question when 
fje stopped lift rapid pacing up and down tlte 
beach—it was moistening fast now with the 
spray of the incoming tide — to listen to the 
wind. It was a remarkable wind for that 
season of the year; the weight and whirl of 
it carried the talc of South Sea tornadoes. 
He began to think that it was time to hp. at 
home with Rebecca $ the would be wonder- 
ing what had become of him : but took a tutu 
or two more upon the sand to answer the ques- 
tion. 

"Well, beyond that?" 

He might, ye?, he might have recoiled a little 
at the deed itself; after all, he was capable of 
it; probably, out thero face to face with the 
night and the sea, he did. 

An honest blasphemer is an impossibility. 
There is that in the worst of us which shudders 
at it; bounds are set that we may not pass 
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Iter. He listened to her slow steps up the stairs, ( over; the sword, which flaming turns this way 
to the balusters creaking as she clung to them ' and that, guards a germ of reverence in hearts 

where there is little else to be guarded. 

There were momenta that night, while the 
hideous scene, pictured midrepictured itself be- 
fore him upon wind and ware, in which he — 
even be — would have shrunk from the touch of 
his son's hand. Is was as when 



for support, to her chamber door closed and 
locked, and her footfall overhead. 

Perhaps a, sense of awe crept over the man 
iiffni nst his will . What was t he mystery of this 
Presence which had shut her in with itself? 
Had site help where his strong right arm bad 
failed her? Was there love which could be 
comfort unto her, and his forgotten ? 

He listened to the last stopping of her foot 
by the bedside, to the silence which fell against 
it; then, with u singular expression about his 
mouth, seized his hat and strode away to the 
sea. 

The- wind wns high. It was likely to be 

higher yet. There was a peculiar soughing j wind the whirlwind. 

heard miles away in the; unbroken blackness, rare? 

low, like a mutter, and distinct all the while 

from the steady roar and rolling in of the 

breeze. It threatened storm before morning, 

be thought, turning his Aire against it; at 

least, a heavy swell. Jt was singularly dark. 

He could Scarcely see, as he forced hia'way to 

the beach against the grists, the outlines of the 
rocks. The low, irregular flash of the surf 

made whiteness here and there. Sky and 

headlands melted into common gloom. 

He had spent many hours there, pacing 
mmu>g the shadows of the cliffs — reckless hours, 
anxious hours, solemn bouts — but never oue 
like this. His face, could any have been ir, 
would have told us much. A certain surprise 
was in Jt, which to a man of Adam Gomm'a 
years and thinking seldom comes. 

Tins thing had grated roughlvj the disgrace 
of it was keen ; he had been ] trend of the boy, 
as any father of his first-born. Perhaps he had 
looked to him to realize certain dead literary 
aspirations of his own — there was a little of Ids 
mother's play of fancy there to help; perhaps 
he had always "builded" the child's future 
"better than he knew,*" awaking now to see 



" Some great painter dips 
Mis pencil in the gloom of uurthuutike am] eclipse," 

recoiling, awed before his own work, Adam 

Gorrow knew that. It was his work, and his 

only. Like the voice of his son's blood crying 

unto him from the ground, the words echoed 

themselves over : <l Father won't care, of eoum*. ' 1 

As lie had sown so had he reaped ; from the 

Well, why should he 

The tide was rising fast now, and he had 
begun to retrace his steps. The gale pelted 
him with flakes of foam, and blinded him with 
i:l nails of dost; gasping, he turned for breath, 
and puff's of dried sea-weed, with which the air 
was fnlL choked him. It was very dark. Through 
jni-.i or dust or bewilderment, he could scarce- 
ly tell which, the lights along the shore seemed 
blotted out. Swept along like a feather before 
lite wind, he held out his hands groping for tiie 
way. The path ted up in the *hade of the 
elirfe; ft would be somewhat sheltered there. 
Turning to aim tor it, he came sharply upon a 
pile of limber, left out of the track of ordinary 
tides, for shipping. Ht> was thrown against it. 
violently, and stopped with a bruise or two on 
the Ice-side to take breath. 

At that moment he tripped upon a stone and 
felL At that moment also he heard a singular 
Bound like the pressure of a battering-ram upon 
the timber— a creaking, a tottering, a trash — 
lie half struggled to his feet, hut they went down, 
lie and the mass together. 



How long he had lain there he never knew j 
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hours, perhaps. He was conscious of himself 
lit lost, wedged in, crushed, helpless, shapeless ; 
of his own blood falling drop by drop between 
bis lips from a log that jutted over his face ; of 
the slight tickling of rain-drops on his forehead, 
where his head hung free of weigh r, tolling like 
the head of a dead man ; of the roar of the surf 
and storm, heard dimly as the surf find storm 
of a dream. 

He struggled with a blind instinct to free his 
hand*, to turn, his face, to escape that hideous 
dropping of his own Mood upon his tongue. He 
might as veil have struggled in his grave. 

The low, black sky across which, through half- 
closed eyelids, he could see the. rain tossed in 
gusts by the wind, weighed upon him and crowd- 
ed him in with the sensation of being weighed 
apon and crowded in by black marble. Up fur 
through the mist a faint glow glimmered on u 
headland. The gurgling of the full tide was 
nenr. He listened to it, perhaps ; he looked at 
the glow on the headland perhaps ; an idea 
coining lo him that he had looked and listened 
thus for centuries, and should look and listen 
thus for centuries more; other titan that, he bad 
no thoughts. Time was passing. 

Suddenly he felt Ins head raised from below. 
It rose, it rested ; it swayed in a sickening chill ; 
something washed against his temples with a 
splash, ft wan (he tide. 

Adam Gonow began to think ; only his soul 
and God can now know what. The glow upon 
the headland was sharpening to bis vision ; he 
could set! what it was — the light up stair* in 
their own room, where ha hud left Rebecca on 
her knees. He clenched his helpless hands, j 
and his lips grew livid at the sight, A wave 
swept over him then and blotted in out. 

It was horrible. To lie there and listen to j 
the sly curclli- uf Ibe fuaui creeping in among I 
the timber; to feel rhe slow rise of his incapa- | 
Ma head, the chill and swash of the water over 
the mangled maw of him. in the gripe of the 
logy, the sick swaying of the board over which 
his arms were pinioned back ; to hear his in- j 
effectual voice dying in faint cries, thinned and 
scattered by the wind, mocked by the surf, swal- 
lowed by the far roar of mid-ocean ; to see 
through oh, in flushes, that steady light upon 
the headland— horrible J To ite through the 
awful hours waiting for the slow undermining 
of his prison, to feel the stealthy, outgoing tide 
sacking it and him away; to see, perhaps, as 
he drifted out, a woman's shadow at the win- 
dows; to toss there, a mangled thing on which I 
her eyes should never fall, an atom at the mer- 
cy of the storm, resolving into the elements 
from which he came; to howl and spin iu the | 
night and horror, one with their essence for- ! 
ever. 

Adnm Gotrow was a brave man ; but his 
face grew ghastly in that hour. And timo was 
passing. 

Words came to turn us he grew weaker— a 
fragment . 

''What maimer of man is this that even the 



winds and the sea obey him?" What meaning 
could they have for hbn? Why should they 
seek Mm out ? What message could he gather 
from tbcm ? " Unmeaning jingle ;"' it wns odil 
that he should recall having said just that of 
! them once to Wolcott; lie was a little fellow 
then. How the boy looked ! he had his mo- 
ther's eyes. But the words came; whether in 
the shriek of winds, or the pounding of surf, or 
the sinister sucking of the tide, he could not 
tell; yet there they were, distinct to syllables 
like a voice within his ear: "Adam (Sorrow, 
what manner of man is this that even the winds 
and sea obey him?" Curious ; 

Lights? Were those lights upon (ho shore 
— in the mist—wavering, flickering, lost, there 
again? 

The slow ebb was sucking at the timber. 
The helpless head hung, staring up at the log 
from which the blood was dripping. 

A voice? A woman's? Great God! that 
she should be so near— so near: " Adam Sor- 
row, what manner of man is this?" 

A cry rang out over the eea. The mass 
trembled, tottered, fell. The tide swept out 
a little wreck of stained and floating timber. 
The spot where it had stood lay smooth and 
wet. A star-fish, freshly tossed there, curled 
into the sand, and a few scarlet pebbles were 
scattered about. 

So after all there was a future und a soul. 
God pity him I He had been carried by whirl- 
winds to a poiot of land across which two oceans 
roared and clutched at each other, and tossed 
him back and forth as children toss a ball ; to 
grasp at rocks that turned to slimy weeds and 
(eel Ids lingers slipping down, and grasp again 
and feed them slipping down. 

He had spent cycles in t!ie heart of storms, 
blown in simoons over scorched sands of the 
tropics, frozen the wastes of Siberia, moaned 
across the solitudes of the sea, sobbed in writh- 
ing forests, wailed through the eternal silence 
of the poles. He had struggled years in quick- 
sands which were always just closing above his 
head ; had fallen for centuries into well* thai 
had no bottom ; had lain bound forever under 
African suns, with the pattering of unattaina- 
ble water in his ears; bad spent eternities 
half-buried in a grave over which live men were 
walking, every step a thunder-clap. He had 
gasped, famishing for the fabled food of Tanta- 
lus, had turned the wheel of Ixion, Lad climbed 
with Sisyphus the 'never-ending hill. He had 
agonized in tombs of fire, suffocated in t!ie 
Styx, spun through the blackness of darkness, 
where Hi Hi mini was wailing, trod never-end- 
ing circles to a deep below the lowest deep, 
with Dante looking on. He had lived through, 
and relived, and lived again, the horrors of be 
CJinncey's dreams; been grinned at and chat- 
tered at by his monkeys, been fixed on the 
summits of his pagodas, been worshiped, been 
sacrificed, done the deed "at which the ibis 
and the crocodile trembled," been buried in bis 
stone coffins in his "eternal pyramids," with 
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numnahs and sphinxes), laid " confounded with 
nil unutterable slimy things among reed* ami 
Mitotic mud/' been chased, been dogged, been 
confronted, been strangled and kissed by his 
" d nmned crocodile, " He had u udergone over 
and again, nnd yet again, the agony of 
paragraph by paragraph, word fur word : 

"The morning was come of a mighty day— a day of 
crisis and of final hope for human nature, tiien suffer- 
iu-^ some mywterlons eclipse, aue lnhoriug lu some 
di'«ad extremity. Somewhere— lie knew not where, 
twinehuw, he knew not how, by some lie tugs tc fcuew 
notwlUHH— a baule, a strife, au aguuy, vrau cmidiict- 

Iitg 'Deeper ititui ever plummet sounded' he lay 

Unctivc. Theu, like a cnoins, (he passion deepened. 
Some greater interest was at stake ; some mightier 
cause itiau ever yet the sword hail pleaded, or. trum- 
pet had proclaimed. Then came sudden alarms ; hur- 
rying* 10 and fro; trepidiuloiis of Innumerable nigl- 

lives darkness and ligtiisj tempest and hmmui 

Auct's; ami til last, with a sense that all was lust, ffe- 
jnale form", it ml the fcaturus ttiui wtux- wurlh sill the 
world to iiim, and but a moment allowed— and clasped 
hand*, and ht-ari -breaking parting, and Hmd— ever- 
intst-ins farewells £ — everJus'linj hire veils! .mil ii^Jiu, 
tuiC yet again reverberated! everlasting fiiretrellrf !" 

He shrieked Iter name out: "Rebecca, Re- 
becca, Rebecca !" and, turning, saw her. 

Close beside him — close — the fire-light of their 
own room ebbing in tides) of gold about her, licr 
At' itu about hist neck, her cheek to hi*. Ilia 
thoughts narrowed themselves distinctly Tinder 
her touch. Ho .struggled to raise his head, his j 
voice sounding to him like the voice of another 
man. | 

"Is there a chance?" 

She kissed him twice, and drew her long hair 
down between him and the light 5 rlia wouM Hot 
let liim see the wreck of him that lay there. He 
was answered. 

Hi: closed his even f.::- n c 2 lent tutu:, JeeHnj; 
her warm breutliiug on his cheek. 

L - Rebecca," then, "X want to see your face. '' 

She waited, dinging to him. 

;j Your face, Rebecca, full in rhc liglit — ho." 

The poor, pitiful, pleading face 3 It looked 
tiowu at him from its loose, neglected hair, 
curve and color gone, haggard linos about its 
mouth, its eyes only unchanged. He looked it 
OTcr ; lie read it wclL 

"What do you do with your God now if" he 
asked of the pitiful face, 

11 1 trust Him, Adam," 

"Look at this thing tying here ; it was your 
husband once. Look at it, I say! Whose 
work is it ?" 

<l I trust Him, Adam." 

"Where is your boy? He was your little 
innocent baby once, who would have gone with 
yon into your widowed old age. Where is lie ? 
What is lie? Who decreed from all eterniiy 
to make a blasphemer of your first bom son ? 
Whose work is that? — no. you shall not turn 
away your face I Whose work, I say f" 

Her voice quivered— yes, quivered— but her 
stead ta>t eyes wore all alight. 

"Adam, Adam, I trust Him t" 



" Look into my eyes, Rebecca — now — do you 
know where I am going?" 

He wrung die question out from livid lipa; 
tore it into syllables as if an eternity bung upon 
it. iSlte sat and stared at him, shivering; there 
was a curious, convulsive movement of her lips, 
like one in the last torments of the rack. 

""Sou know where I am going. I know. 
He knows. He has no place in His heaven 
for your husband. You'll stand and sing among 
his fine white angels forever and forever with- 
out your husband. Whose work is llmt t n 

Her voice broke into a thin T sharp cry: 

"Adam, I can't help it — I can wif help it! 
He's all I have, lie died. He is sorry. He — " 

Ho struggled up, drinking in her words like 
a famished thing, drinking in the light of her 
lifted eyes. Darkness swept over them then, 
and stillness over the words. 

The darkness was slutted at Inst by fitful 
gleams of fire-light upon a wall. The stillness 
was broken by a baby's "coo."' He lay very 
quietly, not caring for more than the one sight 
aad sound for a while. It was pleasant. The 
rest came to him presently, as he was able. 
Dot in a cradle by the hearth; Rebecca busied 
softly about the room, with the old childlike 
smile; something— it was difficult to tell what 
— crouched in the shadow at the foot of the bed. 

It was such a pretty dream I And a breath 
would blow away pretty dreams. It might 
have been minutes, or it might have been 
hours, before he stirred or spoke. At last, 
feeling « little stronger, he called her. He 
knew by her cry, by her eyes, that life had 
come. So he lay and looked at her 

They had forgotten all else bat one another 
perhaps. Dot had cooed herself to steep in 
the cradle, and the figure in the shadow of the 
bed was still. It was a kneeling figure; its 
shoe was crushed down into the clothes; there 
were tears upon it, could any have seen them, 
Rebecca drew her hand from her husband's 
after a while, and went to it. and led it to the 
bijL 

"It is only Woleott, Adam. Ho didn't go 
to China. He's going to be a good boy. lie 
is sorry, " 

They had left him alone, by his wish, for an 
hour. At the end of that time bis wife stole 
softly in. He had been fumbling in the im- 
perfect light with a little worn book of hers 
that lay upon the table. Upon certain words 
there was a small wet mark. He handed the 
book to her in his weak way, and she read: 

" 1 Entreat me not to leave thee, or to return 
from following after thee; for whither than go- 
ost, I will go ; thy people shall be ray people, 
and thy God my God.'" 

"You will tell Woleott?" 

"Yes, Adam." 

" Now I think I will go to sleep. Kiss me, 

Rebecca," 



